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[Ministers seize WIZAYA, but the QUEEX restrains them.}
QUEEN. Lord ot my brow, my necklace of orchids that I always
wear, friend of the sun, my beloved! Your handsome son \Vizaya is
my heart, my life, my soul. Do not punish him, my loved lord, please
forgive him this once. He means no harm, he has only youthful
foolishness and pride. He mixes in bad company, and through bad
influence he has erred. But he will not repeat his offence, my lord;
his youthful stupidity shall not again prevent him from realizing what
he is doing. For my sake, your queen's sake, your love's sake, please
spare my "Wizaya, and I will see that he is not foolish again.

II

The rafts are ready to be sent adrift, and WIZAYA bids farewell
to his parents. He is no longer the irresponsible, defiant, and
wayzcard son.

WIZAYA. King whose glory is loftier than the highest mountains,
friend of the sun that is now shining from the sky, cleared of clouds
by winds, my father who has been my protector since childhood!
Your beloved son must go now, must be sent adrift on the merciless
currents of the ocean. Dear lord, dear father, dear king, I deserve the
punishment, for my crimes are many and dangerous; I am indeed a
danger to the peace and -welfare of the kingdom, and it is just and
right that I and my seven hundred retainers, with their families,
are now banished from your pleasant city. Father, I now bid
farewell to you. Kneeling down on the ground and lifting my
hands to my brow, I tender homage to you as my king, and respect
and love as my father. King destined to rule the whole world, dear
father, your son now bids you his last farewell. Mistress of virtue
and beauty, queen as lovable as a lily-bud, mother who gave me
life and nursed me tenderly on your golden breast when I was but
a child, and not yet wayward, my father, god of this kingdom, is just,
and I do not protest against his decision to send me adrift on the
ocean. I must now start my voyage on the pathless sea, exposed
to wild waves and wilder winds. Mother, I kiss your feet, and bid
you farewell. Sorrow not for your wayward son, my darling mother,
and try to stop those pearl-like tear-drops that dim the lustre of your
emerald eyes. Farewell, beloved mother, mountain of my gratitude.
Farewell, mourn you not, but please pray for me and send me your